
r
WEDNESDAY, JUNK 4, 1919, THE pffiWS SCIMTTAK PAGE THIRTEEN.

MAGAZINE FEATURES THE NEJVS SCIMITAR DAILY COMIC PAGE

ft Bringing Up Father By George McManus
fOSmrrlaM. Ill I. ST international News Bar I

kjNCLE WIGOILY AND THE LIGHTNING BUG.
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BY HOWARD R. GARIS.

'Tag! You're It!" cried Babv Bunty.
he little rabbit girl, one morning, as
he ran around on the Dorch of the hnl.
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ow stump bungalow and tapped Uncle

on his tall silk hat with her
rV'Igglly - .

un, oear: now l suppose 1 ve got to
base yon!" exclaimed the rabbit iren- -
luman, as he started his pink nose to
wmming. "Ana rm so stiff I can
rly run this morning!"
But Mr. Longears chased the little

abbit girl, and he really felt better
ftcr a lively race around the hollow
tump bungalow, so that some of his
tiffness was gone as he set forth, a
ittle later, to hop through the woods
i,,i Buniy.

What sort of an adventure do von
hlnk we'll have today, Uncle Wigglly?"
isked Baby Bunty. as she hooped alone
beside the rabbit gentleman.

un, you never can tell, he
"I suppose the skillerv-sealer- y

.lligator, or the bad old Plpsisewah
rill come along and "

Hardly had Uncle Wigeilv said theRe
LITTLE MARY MIXUP Bobbie's Both a "Peacemaker" and a "Pacemaker"!

Uncle Wigglly and Baby Bunty trav-
eled on and on over the fields and
through the woods, looking for an ad-

venture but they could not seem to
find any, unless you call helping the
lightning bug an adventure.

And pretty soon It began to get dark,
for Uncle Wigglly had stayed out later
than he meant to.

"Oh, dear!" sighed Baby Bunty.
"Hadn't we better get back to your hol-

low stump, Uncle Wigglly?"
"Yes, I think so," said the rabbit

gentleman. But when he tried to find
the oath that led to home and Nurse
Jane he could not. It was too dark.

"Oh. we are lost In the woods and the
bad Plpslaewah will get us," cried Baby
Bunty.

"Hush!" said Uncle Wiggtly. "It will
be all right. I'll light a fire here on
this big stone. The Pipslsewah or no
other wild animal, will come where
there Is a fire! .

"Then please light one," begged Baby
Bunty.

But when Uncle Wlggily tried to
make the fire he found he had no
matches. And then, all of a Midden,
there was heard a crackling and rust-

ling in the bushes.
"Oh, the Pipslsewah is coming! cried

Baby Bunty.
"He'd soon go away if I could make

these sticks burn!" said Uncle Wig-
glly, trying again to find a match, but
he could not.

The Pipslsewah came nearer and
nearer, howling for rabbit-ea- r souse.
And then, all of a sudden, a little bright
and shining light flew through the air,
and came down on the flat stone vhere
Uncle Wlggilv had placed the sticks
to make a fire And in another mo-

ment ten thousand other little points of
light came flying along. They dropped
down among the dry sticks and
branches at the spot where Uncle Wig-

glly had tried to make the blaze until
it looked as if the whole place were
burning.

"Oh, look!" cried Baby Bunty. 'We
have a bonfire!"

And the Plpsisewah. seeing the
bright light, gave a grumble and growl
and quickly sneaked away.

"Just my luck!" he said. "I thought
I'd have a bit of souse, but I don't even
dare go near the fire!"

few words than he and Baby Bunty
Biesrd a sad little voice saying:

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear, me! Here I'm
Icaught In a sassafras tree!"

Who s that? asked Baby Bunty.
'1 don't know who It Is. but I know

Iwho it isn't!" exclaimed Uncle

men who isn t It? asked Baby

4fr I All TfREb ourM was avcht' worthV f " "- -
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Bunty.

It lsn t the Pipslsewah, spoke the
rabbit gentleman. "He never uses
poetry, though he did eat some of your
ugary frosted chocolate cake the other

day. But I must see who this Is. They
may need help."

"Indeed 1 do!" went on the sad little
voice.

Who are you?" asked Uncle Wig- -

A lightning bug. was the answer.
Some persors call us fireflies, and
hat's a good name, too. But I am
aught fast hv mv legs In the sticky

Igum on this sassafras tree, and I can't
get loose.

"I ll help you, said Uncle wigglly.
"So will I," added Baby Bunty.
She and Uncle Wigglly looked, and

hev saw a little brown and drub bug
Ion the branch of a sassafras tree not

ar away.
"You don look like a lightning bug,

aid Baby Bunty. "You don't shine at
ML"

1 only shine in the dark, said the
pug.

And Uncle Wigglly, lOOKing among
the sticks, said:

"This Isn't burning fire at all; Its
just a lot of lightning bugs crawling
on the pieces of wood."

"Yes, that's what we are," said a

voice. "I am the lightning bug you
saved from the sticky gum. and these
are my cousins and my sisters and my
aunts."

"And vou saved us from the Plpsise-
wah!" said Uncle Wlggily, and so the
lightning bugs had. Then the firefly
bugs flew on ahead, lighting the path
to the hollow stump bungalow for the
bunnies, and all was well.

And If the loaf of bread doesn't hide
in the flower pot when the rice pud-

ding wants It to help catch the raisins
for a pie, I'll tell you next about Uncle
Wisgily and the roses.

Yes. that Is true; many times i nave
een you, or your friends," admltied
'nele Wlggily. Then he gently set the
ireflv free from the sticky gum, and
he little hug flew away. But beforo
I left It said:

"If ever can help you, or Baby THE BIG LITTLE FAMILY Luke's Sorrow Is That It Didn't Happen Soo nerliBunty, I shall be most glad to do so,
Uncle W lgglly.

"Oh, pray, don t mention it, spoke
he rabbit gentleman, diffldent-Hk- e and

fchy. fvllI woY Vv

SabouT Mlr (C!LLV KNow fZZ rrk WL-- f W r PRESENTED IY THERE HE .6 R ClKfif HULV)N,
-WOOLT

T Vou BE A ) SboR DoG WrtU PTa'M novj -- xza- ) bruTe of Bull-DoC- i" ) (
ENPWHO'S TO BLAME

BY

ETHEL LLOYD PATTERSON.

Man-laa- e l too often a partnership In which one partner works and the other
wattes.

Estrelda said nothing. She only
looked at her mother-in-la- from be-

neath Bcowling brows. But Mrs. Mason
was determined to be kindly. So

"This Is what I mean, children," she
said. "Freddie, you earn $40 a week.
That's your Job. To earn the money
that will feed and house and clothe
you and your wife. Now, since no
one In this busy, busy world must be
without work, what Is Estrelda's Job?
Fortunately you are able to make

CHAPTER NO. 123.
The Wlfe'a Job.

(Copyright, 1919, by the McClure News-

paper Syndicate.)
"Why these," said Mrs. Mason, "are

the commonest sort of wolf skins! They
do not In the least look like pointed
fox!"

She raised her look from the scarf
and muff on her lap and encountered
the gaxe of her daughter-in-la-

"What, my dear," she asked, "led you
to believe that they were pointed fox?"

"They had white hairs like pointed
when I bought them," began Estrelda.

"But the white hairs only were glued
on," explained Freddie, "so when we
went out in the snow they all washed

enough so that it Is not necessary for
her to do much actual work with her
hands. On the surface, she appears free

free to do as she pleases. But, if we
look ever so little beneath the sur-
face we can see that, as a matter of

Off!" . .
But vou could tell, suggestea Mrs.

Hason, "that the pelts were too coarse
i b fox at all! That they must oe
olf!"
"Well. I'm not In the fur business,

napped Estrelda. "How should I know .'

JOE'S CAR Our Heart Is Full of Kindly Sympathy for J oe!m not a turner:
"But you are a wife," Freddie s

lother told her, very very evenly.
"Well, I certainly don't see what that

as to do with" began Estrelda, after
moment's amazed pause.
"Ah, my dear," said Mrs. Mason, if

ou'd been able to see the connection
etween the two you never would have

r WE WISH TO SEE A CAfc WITH

fact, her job Is to make you happy, to
keep you as free from worry as pos-
sible, to."

"And she does, mother darling!"
broke In loyal Freddie.

"Of course, she does!" agreed Mrs.
Mason. "Only perhaps as she Is still a
very young wife, Estrelda has not
gasped all the details of her 'job.' Cer-

tainly In this instance, she did not
grasp them. I mean, the question of the
furs. One hundred and fifty dollars,
with your income, Freddie, represented
almost four weeks of your labor. In
other words you gave your wife almost
four of your precious weeks of work to
spend as she saw fit; to dispose of
wisely. She took those four weeks and

practically threw them away in a few
hours! That, my dear, was your job!"

"Do you mean to say," asked Es-

trelda, "that you think I ought to know
about everything 1 buy?"

"I certainly do," Mrs. Mason told her.
"I'm perfectly sure that it's been a
great many years since I bought any-
thing with my husband's money unless
I knew exactly what I was getting!"

ALL YOU EVER THINK OF ULt'S LOOK tN MERE - SOMt 5 7 LC ion - rwc TlU
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ust say I don't get you myself. I

"Let me tell you, then, children,' be PLACE YET!
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gan Mrs. Mason. "Only. Estrelda, you
must not Imagine that what I say to
you is in the spirit of 'scolding.' 1

just want to help- Remember, I, too,
was young. I, too, had to learn through
mv mistajces."

"Who'd ever think you could scold,
said Freddie.
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The World's Highest Paid Woman Writer.

THE DANGER OF ROMANCE.

' i.jrrtrsaar.aaBBEi hibbs. hm swshbsisw

HOROSCOPE
letters. It is romance that makes l

brought up girls indulge' In flirtations
with strange men, and meet lovers of
whom their parents disapprove outside
of their own homes and contract B

that they spend the balance of
their lives In repenting. It Is romance
that, tempts many a girl from the right
path, not vlclousness.

The suppression of romance Is a re-

form that the antivlce crusade ought
to take up. Having abolished the sa-

loon, let us trust that the prohibition
party will now turn Its attention to-

ward doing away with the Intemperate
and dopy sentimental novel which Is
the mother of romance
(Copyright, Ifllil. by the Wheeler Syn-

dicate. Inc.)

AND HE thinks I'm a nut.

FOR WASTING my time....
ON A couple of wrens..
THAT WOULD be much belter off..
IF I'D let them alone....
AND MAYBE I am.

BUT THE house that I bought thorn.

KEEPS OUT the cow birds....
AND THAT'S going some....
I THANK YOU.

- GOSSIP
V fJUsaTaTaTaTaTaTaVaWMaTaTJaTaW FT UHV iB.'M

BY K.G. ft

let a man acquire a thirst for romantic
affairs and he Is liable to do anything,
except, the right thing, for the first
principle of romantic love is that it
must be illicit love.

The real reason that men roam away
from their own firesides is not because
their own wives are not as attractive
as somebody else's wife, but because
they have an Idea that a forbidden love
is more romantic than a duty love. It
Isn't, because there Is nothing more
sordid and disillusioning than lying, de-
ceiving and meeting affinities in the
sort of places where you are not likelyto encounter your friends. For the af-
fairs that we describe poetically as
taking place under the rose are gen-
erally conducted under shabby,

roofs. It Is onlv being doped
up on romance that enables a man to
endure them, or that causes him to
elope with a woman who ruins his
career, or to lead a double life, or oth-
erwise contribute to the business of the
divorce court.

Upon woman the effects of romance
are still more dangerous because she
has more time to Indulge herself In It,
thereby becoming a sort of secret
drunkard who requires to be continu-
ally stimulated by it. She begins her
married life in a state of being all lit
up on romance, and as soon as this
commences to die out of her system
she decides that she can not exist with-
out thrills. This leads her to the con-
clusion that as she does not have
tremors every time she looks upon her
husband that she has made a fatal mis-
take in marriage and that the sensible,
practical man who slaves 10 hours a
day to pay her bills and leave her time
to read erotic novels Is not her real
soul mate.

He does not comprehend her aspira-
tions after the intangible, and she feels
that such an idealistic nature as hers
should not be tied down to three meals
a day and taking care of a baby, so she
starts out on a still hunt for an af-

finity.
She doesn't mean any harm. She

doesn't intend to be false to her mar-

riage vows. It's just a plain case of
being afflicted with romance, and it's
only after she has gotten Involved In a
first-clas- s scandal that she finds nut
that no married woman can be ro-

mantic and still preserve a good batting
average of virtue.

So far as young girls are concerned

Just a Moment
DAILY STRENGTH AND CHEER.
Compiled by John O. Qulnlus, th

Sunshine Men.

Did you ever think that no other one

thing has done so much harm in the
world as romance?

It has broken up more homes, dragged
more people Into the gutter and wrecked
more lives than the demon rum ever
dreamed of. And the worst part of it
Is that not only has nobody dis-

covered a cure for it, but no
one wants to be cured. We court
the danger that may annihilate us, and
the thing we dread most in age is the
fear that as we grow old we may be-

come immune to attacks of the fatal
complaint.

Novelists and poets sing the glory of
romance, but in reality romance Is

marely a kind of sentimental delirium
tremens where thoBe afflicted see imag-
inary charmers instead of pink snakes
and from which they generally awake
with a dark brown taste of remorse in
their mouths and an aching heart, and
a reputation that needs to be sent to
the laundry.

Of course we haven't been In the way
of looking at the matter In this light
We have glorified romance, and made it
the synonym of all that was most g

beautiful and thrilling in life, also
we have made it a blanket excuse for
any kind of folly and an adequate de-

fense for murder, but all the same, in
spite of all this press agent stuff, the
devil could shut up shop and take a va-

cation now and then If it wasn't for
romance, which keeps him working
overtime.

With the majority of people romance
is that which, put into the heart of a

man, stealeth away his brains and robs
him of his reason. It maketh him to
babble like a fool, and write letters
which coat him much money to get
back again. It inspires him to flights
of idiocy of which he would be inca-

pable at other seasons.
It Is romance that makes an other-

wise sane Individual advertise in a
matrimonial paper for a wife, and
marry a woman whom ho has never
seen before, and whom he meets for
the first time at a railroad station and
recognizes by a white rose pinned on
her left shoulder. That such people
escape the fool killer can only be ex-

plained on the theory that the inevit-

able afterclap of romance is the only
punishment capable of fitting the crime
5py have committed against common
aense.

It must be perfectly apparent to
everyone who gives the subject any
thought that most of the sins that are
attributed to total depravity are the
result of fhe love of romance that la

eenerallv "he beginning of evil so far
Za hun beings are concerned. Once

Luke xvil. 13.

HAVE ALL the trouble.

OE HATCHING them out.

AND BRINGING them up.

WHILE THE wise cow bird....
LIVES A leisurely life.

AND ENJOYS Itself,
s

AND, OE course, I know.

THAT IT may not be true.

BECAUSE THIS bird man.

IS A funny old guy..
WITH A leather face.

AND I never ran tell,

WHAT HE'S doing to me.
9

AND WHEN he had told me.

HE WENT on to say.

THAT ONE of the reasons.

HE CAME to the country.
TO LIVE by himself.

WAS BUCAU8E of the cow blrda.

WHO LIVED In the cities.
0

AND LET all the other birds.

HATCH OUT their eggs....
AND WHEN they were hatched.

THE COW birds increased.

AND THKY kept him so busy.

JUST HATCHING cow eggs....
THAT HE came to th country..
AND IT may be true....
BUT AS I've already said.

HE'S A funny old guy.

We change our opinion ot otners ny
their kindness or unkindness toward us.

THURSDAY, JUNE 5, 1919.
(Copyright, 1S19, by the McClure News-

paper Syndicate.)
Early In t ho morning the sun Is In

malefic aspect today, according to as-
trology, loiter Jupiter Is in a placeheld to be helpful.

Before noon it will be wise to avoid
employers or superiors In office.

It Is not a good sway under which
to seek In any scheme or
to promote enterprises that are of fu-
ture promise.

Relatives from whom favors are de-
sired are supposed to be especially hard
to deal with while this configuration
prevails.

Jupiter gives encouragement to those
who push business affairs after the
noon hour.

Great combinations of Industrial In-

terests which will seek foreign centers
of activity are presaged bv the stars

The fact that the United States has
become a creditor nation will inspirt
much discussion of national policies in
congress and in the press, the seers de-
clare.

This should he a lucky sway for all
Institutions of learning, the stars mak-
ing mlmis alert and Increasing vision
that will aid students In their future
careers.

Honors to college presidents and pro-
fessors again are foreshadowed An ed-

ucator may be appointed to high office.
Disasters to shipping and trouble in

dockyards still are foreshadowed.
Again changes In the rubinet are

prognosticated bv the seers.
There is a sign that persistently

presages criticism of hospitals and phil-
anthropic institutions.

Parsons whose birthdate It Is should
keep a close watch on business affairs.
Those who are employed should be
careful.

Children born on this day may b In-

clined to be proud and domineering, but
generous and enterprising. These sub-

jects of Gemini do not make good

If he be my patron ana ooumpous, ne
Is wise, he is noble; his faults are
kul mmw 1,1a m ru moiintii.inniiK '

bat If he proves unkind, or rejects our
Importunate suit, then he is
covetous and his free meal is called
gluttony; that which before we called
civility is now very orunKenness ana an

EFFICIENCY OF LAZY.
The heHt work Is done by the lazy

people, who want to got through, and
rest.

The Industrious, active body, busy as
a bee and always at It, is very liable
to become a putterer.

Mark Twain called attention to the
fact that the ant, to whom the sage
recommended the Hluggurtl to go,
spends most of lilfl energy In running
around like a drunken Indian.

The greut humorist hated to more;
he used to give the boy In the printing
office a nickel to sweep around him,
so that he would not have to take his
feet off the table. At seventy he con-
fessed that "all exercise Is loathsome ''

Laatnesa is not good In itself; but
when Joined tn consclenllousness and a
sense of responsibility, as It often Is,
It is the very best worker.

The world's work Is done by those
who do not like It. Nine persons out
of ten would quit what they are do-

ing. If they could.
At the very beginning of Arnold

Bennett's novel, "Hilda Lessways," Is
a luminous bit of philosophy;

"Hilda hated domestic work, and be-

cause she hated it she often did it
passionately and thoroughly."

Mark Twain hate,d to write. Dr.
Frank Crane. In Farm Life.

One pound of phosphorous will supply
heads for one million matches.

BECAUSE THE little round door.

THAT THE wrens go through.

TO GET Into their house.

WAS TOO small for him.
a

AND, ANYHOW.

1 DROVE him away.ten
AND THE mother wren.

9

WENT BACK to her nest.. .
AND A little while later.

THE BIRD man came by.

AND I told him about It.

AND HE up and says.

"IT'S THE cow bird come back.

AND FROM what he says.

THIS BOVINE bird..
JUST HUNS around.. m

LAYING ITS eggs.

IN OTHER birds' nests.
f

AND THE other birds.

le sneaks is list, ana auu. ana iisiiwhh

I'M NOT quite sure.
f J

IF I'M being kidded.

OR WHETHER the man.

WHO KNOWS about blrda.
9

IS TELLING the truth.
a

BUT, ANYWAY.

THOSE WRENS of mine.

THAT LIVE on the porch.

UAISED AN awful holler.

AN HOUR ago.

AND I hurried out.

AND THKY'D left their hout
AND WERE out on a branoh.

AND AT the door of thetr houie.

WAS ANOTHER bird.

THAT WAS a stranger to me.

AND A much bigger bird.

THAN THE little wrens.

AM) HE EKcmed to be nor

as a swine. This, Indeed, is unjust to- -
.. . ... ...I orrA tnefmmenr if
we turn the edge upon ourselves. We
use ourselves 111, abusing ourselves with
false principles, cheating ourselves with
lies ana preTenses, sieM-un-

and election from our wills, placing vo-

luntary Ignorance In our understandings,
denying the desires of the spirit, set
ting up a faction against every nooie
and Just desire, the least of which,

we should resent up to reviling
Pe "lll'r"IUS UWIBUll. I V IO I n. i

we should, at least, not flatter our- -
.!... .;,!, f,.,wl anrl Ulnri nnlnlnnNromance is a wolf in sheep s clothing

that is waiting to devour them. It
looks so Innocent, and is so dangerous.
It is the glamour of romance that makes
a respectable young woman pursue

g actors with compromising

Every dav calls to mind some one of
thy foulest sins, or the most shameful
of thy disgraces, or the lndlscreetest ol
thy actions. Jeremy Taylor.
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